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FOR  THE  CHILD 


A  part  of  earth  for  numbered  years  we  wait 
This  night  of  your  becoming;  in  a  while 
You  will  be  for  a  while  of  nights 
With  US;  together  we  will  watch  the  dial 

Of  time  mark  our  breathing.  I  would  not  suggest 
Impossibilities.  Still,  remembering  childhood 
And  the  faith  of  stories  where  the  meanest 
Man  was  given  wishes  three,  I  would 

Wish  three  possbilities  for  horning. 

May  you,  coming  from  the  womb  with  your  cries. 
Cry  decisively,  seldom  yearning 
For  return.  May  you  recognize 

The  world,  available  to  joy  when  it  comes 
Even  quietly.  And  finally. 

Or  first,  for  all  of  us  this  night  dumb 
With  waiting,  gracious  delivery. 

HOLLIS  SUMMERS 
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THE  SEA  SHINES 


/ 


The  sea  shines.  Wind-raked,  the  waters  run  light 
strand  by  strand.  Wind-plowed,  they  fold 
light  into  furrows.  Wind-winnowed,  they  toss 
spume  ends;  and  rainbows  and  the  ghosts 
of  rainbows  leap,  drift  fading  across  an 
enormous  look,  like  breath  at  the  poles. 

All  burning  in  motion.  All  sanctioned  and  told. 

All  sent  of  the  creature’s  warmth  in  the  world’s  cold. 

The  sea  shines.  Tremulous  over  its  crushing  hunch 

to  the  world’s  end,  it  shakes  the  entire 

tree  of  light  to  the  sky-top,  and  the  gulls 

blow  off  like  leaves  that  never  seem  to  land 

but  to  catch  fire  in  air  and  be  wholly  consumed  -- 

all  back  to  fire  and  air  before 

they  can  take  weight  and  fall.  A  day, 

another  day,  burns  upward  in  the  great  eye, and  away. 

It  takes  a  god  to  say  «the  sea  shines»  each  first  time 
into  the  day,  as  his  eye  goes,  thought  by  thought 
before  him,calling  forth  from  lead-deeps  and  blazings, 
from  far-silver  and  shore-mica,  imagination 
by  imagination,  the  dazzle 
of  what  will  be  sung  and  sung,  age  by  age, 
man  by  man,  of  the  God  in  him,  as  each 
stands  churned  in  his  lit  veins  on  his  lit  beach. 


The  man  stands  in  god’s  place  on  that  shore, 
opening  the  eye  there  is  — 
man’s,  god’s,  or  beast’s—for  seeing  the  world  lit 
in  the  wind  from  origin.  «The  sea  shines,* 
he  says,  and  a  god  could  say  no  more, 
having  once  begun  entirely  to  imagine 
by  what  world  he  stands,  in  the  pour 
of  what  abundance,  on  what  hammered  shore. 

JOHN  CIARDI 


DONOUGH  BY  THE  SEA 

Where  in  the  sea-blind  summer  lay 
Donough  in  hiding  from  the  day? 

Shadows  like  burnt  lakes  on  Howth  Hill 
Shadow  him  into  season-kill. 

He  sleeps  at  the  edge  of  the  greening  lake. 
Newt  and  leech  and  ruby  snake, 
Sandymount  and  Clontarf  gleam 
Close  at  the  surface  of  the  dream. 

He  sleeps  the  beasts  and  the  city-dark 
To  river-edge;  in  Phoenix  Park 
Where  summer  and  season  the  air  lies  thin. 
Summers  the  green  that  seasons  him. 

JOHN  ENGELS 
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OVERT  OFFERING 


Today  I  will  present  you  with 
a  pineapple  or  a  pomegranate, 

Lady,  to  be  generous  or  if 
need  be  fulfilled,  I  will  surround 
you  with  beguilements  and  offerings 
as  the  fruits  of  my  tastes. 

There  are  no  intrusions  to  make 
this  scene  loquacious,-  only  a  sun 
as  objective  as  a  mountain  goat. 

We  should  not  stand  here  as  if 
we  took  delight  in  bargaining 
when  needs  are  all  but  primitive. 

If  you  choose,  nod  denial  or  pout 
your  espousal,  but  balance  my 
fruit  on  your  hips  and  breasts/ 
for  me  this  is  a  rampant  hour 
as  solvent  as  a  midnight’s  dream 
with  its  repentence  set  for  dawn. 

DAVID  CORNEL  DEJONG 


10 


p 


/ 

ON  A  COPPER  SHOE 
UNEARTHED  IN  A  ROYAL  TOMB 

The  queen  of  Ur 
Wore  copper  birds 
To  bind  her  feet, 

With  singing  words 
Enlaced  in  lazuli, 

And  trusted,  when 
The  frosty  time 
Had  laid  her  down 
With  dark,  to  climb 
The  umber  earthen  sky. 

Ah,  lady  blithe 
In  ancient  Ur, 

In  earth  a  buoyant 
Voyager: 

The  dark,  adoring  you. 

Has  let  your  little 
Ivory  feet 
Escape  to  dance 
With  wind  and  wheat. 

But  kept  your  copper  shoe. 

THOMAS  BURNETT  SWANN 
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THE  FIRST  HUNDRED  HARDEST 
Fail. 

And  begin  again. 

Fall. 

All  fall: 
gods,  men, 

nature  in  other  liberties 
of  beast  and  plant. 

Cyclic: 

like  the  ferris-wheeling  year, 
we  round 

from  peacock-heights  to 
depressions  such  as 
this  blind  burrow  of 
myself. 

Underlevel  of  routine, 

I  draw  down 

as  in  winter-executed  trees 
sap  sinks  elaborate  survival. 
Bosoming  myself, 
both  hearth  and  fire’s  feed, 
white  hungers  chew  inward; 
need  nutrient  of  will. 
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Man  is  child. 

1/  infant  forever. 

Face  over  foot  falling; 
failing; 

I  begin  again. 

G.  C.  ODEN 


IMPROMPTU 

In  the  gloom  of  crowded  restaurant 
the  stranger  smiled  at  me.  The  air 
was  subtly  vernal  with  her  scent. 

Her  eyes  held  mirrors  to  the  night 
and  she  wore  twilights  in  her  hair. 

The  moon  scans  our  loneliness 
alone  can  tell  what  vagary 
of  an  impulsive  girlishness 
impelled  this  innocent  caress. 

We  blithely  move  within  our  lies 
but  there  are  fleeting  moments  when 
life  tugs  the  wary  heart  and  then 
there  is  this  shy  embrace  of  eyes. 

She  rose  and  phantom-like  was  gone 
as  virginals  that  leap  and  die 
whose  faint  vibrato  still  remains. 

In  a  crowd  of  furtive  strangers  I 
was  once  again  alone. 


WILLIAM  PILLIN 


irS  NOTHING  TO  LAUGH  ABOUT 


there’s  no  color  like  the  color  of  an  orange, 
and  the  mountains  were  a  sad  smokey  purple  like 
old  curtains  in  some  cheap  burlesque  house; 

and  the  small  toad  sat  there 
holding  the  dusty  road  like  a  tiny  tank, 
and  staring, 

staring  like  something  really  definite, 
a  greener  living  green  than  any  green  leaf; 
and  it  puffed  its  sides  and  let  them  fall 
and  sometimes  through  the  skin  you  could  see 
the  dark  water  of  another  world; 
and  then  it  shot  the  blood  through  one  eye  — 
you  could  see  the  guts  contract 
gripped  by  the  glove  of  the  skin  --  and 
the  red-thin  stream  of  frogblood 
a  bright  neat  trick  of  centuries 
hurled  through  bright  valley  air 
upon  golden  nylon; 

she  screamed  and  he  laughed,  delighted  with 
the  frog’s  great  victory;  she  rubbed  a  quick 
pink  hanky  against  the  desecrated  nylon-- 
some  womanly  female  her  had  been  splashed 
and  unveiled  and  defeated,  and  her  dress  hung 
like  some  loose  and  second  skin  as  the 
indelicate  horror  writhed  in  her  and  claimed  away 
her  fullness; 


«you  fool !»  she  spit  over  the  stocking,  «it’$ 
nothing  to  Idugh  about !» 

he  looked  at  the  toad  in  the  fine  rustbrown  road 
and  imagined  it  smiled  at  him  — 
and  then  it  turned  half-sideways  and  hopped  left 
without  haste 

and  popped  again  into  the  air 

like  some  slow-motion  nature  film, 

the  leg-ends  seeming  to  grip  for  notches  in  the  air 

and  the  head  humped  stiff 

and  brutalized  away  from  life 

like  an  old  man  reading  a  newspaper,- 

and  then,  with  a  backward  over-the-shoulder  look 

he  hopped  into  the  grass  of  home/ 

«he’s  gone,*  he  spoke  sadly. 

he  looked  to  the  rocks  of  the  purple  mountains 

and  sensed  the  frog  moving  toward  them, 

done  with  cities  and  roads; 

he  imagined  the  frog  in  a  stream 

his  green  skin  happy  against  the  blue-chill  water; 

and  then  he  saw  a  red  mouth  that 

was  like  an  animal  itself — 

a  red  snake  in  a  circle 

and  the  teeth  like  slabs  of  back  walls 

of  some  inescapable  cell.  . . 
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down  through  the  caves  to  bitter  salt 

and  the  bloodied  asphodel, 

but  casting  the  eye  outward 

like  some  desperate  hook— 

he  took  her  hand  and  they  moved  forward 

together 

over  the  unguarded  road. 

CHARLES  BUKOWSKI 

SUDDENLY  IN  MY  EYES 

Suddenly  in  my  eyes  is  loneliness 
At  the  door  of  the  Chinese  laundry 
Breathing  with  steam  and  hot  shirts. 
Suddenly  the  dish  flips  over 
And  the  old  red  lion  waits  lonely 
By  the  artisan’s  bold  character. 

Suddenly  I  halt,  my  eyes  caught. 

It  comes  like  rapture  unannounced  — 

A  flash  of  light 

On  an  open  third  floor  window 
With  a  curtain  hanging  out 
Like  a  shirt  tail. 

That  is  the  nature  of  loneliness: 
Disconnection,  fragmentary  images. 
Standing  united  but  incapable  of  cohesion. 


ROBERT  LEWIS  WEEKS 


SISTERS,  STRANGERS 

Lonely  women  gather  in  doorways, 
talking  oF  weather  and  bits  of  news. 

Odor  of  newly  sprinkled  gardens, 
heliotrope,  lemon-verbena,  rose, 
drifts  on  the  wind.  They  sigh  and  wonder 
why  such  trouble  and  fleshly  woes. 

Their  voices  fade  in  the  evening  darkness, 
the  wry  tones  seeming  to  disapprove 
of  the  slim  girl  tripping  along  the  pavement, 
swinging  her  gay  skirt,  ready  for  love  - 
Well  I  never,  in  all  my  lifetime 
what  in  the  world  is  she  thinking  of  I 

Music  floats  from  wide-open  windows, 
car  sirens  call  in  urgent  cry; 

Venus  is  brighter  in  this  season, 
a  full-blown  flower  in  the  summer  sky. 

Once  we  were  young,  we  had  our  moment, 
though  life  now  is  passing  us  by. 

Fragments  of  dreams  still  unrelinquished 
like  frail  moths  hover  around  each  head. 

Sisters,  strangers,  they  leave  each  other, 
one  by  one  for  her  narrow  bed  - 
It  is  so  late,  goodnight,  goodnight, 

(Oh  there  is  much  we  have  left  unsaid.) 


MILDRED  COUSENS 


OLD  MAN 


Suddenly 

Clenching  my  fingers 
Around  an  unused 
Moment  of  space, 

The  apple  tree 
I  saw  you  by 
That  violet  first  night 
Shakes, 

And  all  your  searing 
Kisses 
Fall  on  my 
Wrinkled  nape. 

DONALD  GUTIERREZ 

ART  FOR  HER  SAKE 

Like  a  child’s  drawing, 

Where  the  fingers  look  like 
Bird  feet,  and  the  arms  pierce 
Right  through  the  body  against 
All  laws  of  spatial  decorum. 

His  love  thus  pressed. 

Or  was  it 

The  distortion  of  the  onlooker. 

Offended  by  these  new  thrusts 
Into  the  metaphysics  of  the  woman’s 
Body  who  took  for  a  badly-handled 
Canvas  a  fourth  dimension  of  love  ? 

DONALD  GUTIERREZ 
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REFLECTIONS  ON  A  STREET  CORNER 


Beneath  the  silence  of  the  stars 
Whose  orbits  vary  not  at  all, 

The  tin  cans  of  the  space-age  czars 
Ride  like  the  chariots  of  Gaul; 

So  nouveau  riche  and  underbred 
Amid  the  music  of  the  spheres, 

Their  raucous  beep  snarls  overhead. 

A  whiplash  overthrows  the  years 
To  show  our  clocks  another  time. 

The  living  statues  sip  their  tea 
And  fossilize  small  talk  in  rime. 

While  just  beyond  the  Pleiades, 

A  thousand  miles  above  the  park 
(Its  trees  in  wooden  apathy 
To  match  the  picnic  in  the  dark) 

Our  Gothic  garbage  cans  in  space 
Streak  toward  some  new  Gethsemane. 


RAY  MIZER 
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I  HIDE  MY  FACE 


I  hide  my  face 
behind  this  suile 
and  singing  of  fancy 
to  mask  a  violence 
older  than  smile 
or  song.  I  dance 
on  bones  and  syllables 
blown  by  an  ancient 
breath  across 
my  tracks.  I  swill 
in  this  swirling  dust  -- 
the  dying  palate 
dry  at  the  swallow 
of  sight  —  the  taste 
of  blooG  and  the  lost 
tongue’s  blind  aimless 
trek  through  a  swelling 
silence.  I  make 
this  deathbed  will 
and  these  stone  and  veil 
words  to  conceal 
a  real  face. 


RICHARD  PURDUM 
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SONNET  FOR  A  POETASTER 

I  walk  my  three-houred  desert  not-quite  dawn 
drawn  past  scent  and  carrion  down  a  long 
trail  singing,  stalk  star,  cloud,  or  dark  and  sand 
of  sound,  tracking  the  bones  of  song  to  fashion 
these  flash  and  clatter  nouns,  high  verbs  of  prey, 
choir  vultures  winged  round  swollen  tympany, 
not  for  gold  dust  of  praise,  coined  brays  and  clench 
of  pay,  funeral  reputation,  page 
or  cloth  shroud  arid,  or  grave  morning  eyes, 
but  to  the  glory  of  those  four  horizons 
ringing  one  sun  sung  and  orchestras 
of  light.  I  sift  day’s  word  dunes  and  wind-strewn 
dead  tunes  and  syllables  of  shifting  thought 
to  find  some  tongue’s  oasis  for  the  heart. 

RICHARD  PURDUM 


ROUNDELAY 

Among  the  fringes  of  the  fern  the  hare. 

Lunatic,  darts.  Now  start  not,  for  the  plum  - 

The  lilac-oils,  upon  the  later  winds,  upon  the  warmer  air 

Dispersed,  fragile  as  bird  bones  come. 

Rose  from  cool  granite  dropped,  whose  dews. 

Whose  scarlets  are  my  aprils,  spread 

Down  rib  of  passion,  dumb,  my  love  pursues 

You,  flower  to  wind,  and  hare  to  green  field  fled. 


JAN  PALLISTER 


HOUSE  OF  THE  POET 


For  the  ultimate  gift, 

I  keep  my  board  bare, 

No  gold  or  lace 
Allowed  to  cover  or  conflict 
With  that  spare  purpose. 

Nude  of  frivolity, 

It  serves  as  bench 
And  table,  my  words 
A  daily  rite 

Ouenching  thirst  and  hunger. 

Whether  I  gain  more 
By  my  frugality 
Than  I  here  disown. 

Or  be  debtor  forever. 

Only  you,  Lord,  know. 

But  were  I  compelled 
To  acquit  this  ghost. 

Not  as  a  prisoner 
In  the  body’s  shell. 

But  as  host  at  the  altar 
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OF  the  mind’s  high  temple, 

I  would  count  my  fast 
A  feast  in  heaven, 

And  with  one  candle 
Cast  the  light  of  seven. 

ELIZABETH  BARTLEH 


W 

SANITARIUM 


In  the  poncho  of  my  late  fashionable 
Tuberculosis  I  took  the  sweaty  news 
Ideally,  stowed  beyond  wire,  my  nostrils  cupping 
Air  through  seaweed  and  the  curlews. 

A  nude  whisper  blew 

Its  promise  in  a  stale,  forget-me-not  ghost 

Ofak  iss.  I  wove  a  new  flower  in  the  linoleum. 

I  twitched  a  chain  of  amethyst. 

With  a  red  sigh  I  teetered 

With  teardrops.  A  soap  and  brush  leisure  banged  away 
In  entire  loss  at  my  grimy-boy,  fist-in-eye 
Tumult.  One  died  today. 


ARCHIBALD  HENDERSON,  JR. 


CONVERSATION  AT  MIDNIGHT 


(They’re  dancing  over  Crecia; 
the  moon  is  spitting-red.) 

♦  Ain’t  she  got  a  fanny  on  ’er ! 

Ella  ?  Ella’s  dead 

And  gone  a  long  way  back  ! 
Where  you  been,  Leroy  ?» 
(They’re  dancing  over  Crecia 
And  it’s  cold  in  Illinois.) 

♦  Ain’t  she  got  a  fanny  on  er? 
Ain’t  she  got  a  walk  !* 

(She's  colder  than  a  hoar-frost, 
bolder  than  a  hawk.) 

♦  The  moon  is  spittin’-red 
And  Ella’s  in  the  ground  !» 
(Crecia’s  full  of  sluts 

Who  know  their  way  around.) 

♦  They’re  dancin’  hot  tonight. 

The  band  come  clean  from  Trent  !* 
(It’s  cold  in  Illinois,  Leroy, 

and  what  is  spent  .  .  is  spent.) 


GLORIA  MAC  ARTHUR 


ACKERMAN  LAUGHED  AT  THE  GODS 


Aclcermari;  the  sharp  young  archeologlist, 
stood  in  a  cave  in  Borneo  and  looked 
about  him  at  the  walls  and  read  the  list 
of  Vedic  heroes  engraved  there  by  crooked, 
gnarled  old  hands  that  believed  in  legend. 


Well,  he  thought,  you  gods  could  not  keep 

your  friend 

alive,-  he’s  been  dead  these  twelve  hundred  years, 
Akerman  almost  doubled  up  at  this,  he  grinned 
up  at  the  idols;  his  face  burst  into  tears 
at  the  thought  of  this  ironic,  ageless  joke. 


He  laughed  and  laughed  until  he  thought  he’d 

choke. 

Until  the  silent  cave  began  to  grumble. 

As  Ackerman  stood  there  in  his  witty  glow 
the  ground  beneath  his  feet  began  to  rumble 
and  idols  tumbled  down  on  merry  foe. 

RICHARD  H.  PEAKE,  JR. 
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TENDER  IS  MY  BAREFOOT  SELF 

Tender  is  my  barefoot  self 
and  tender  is  my  need. 

I  loved  a  lady  for  her  self 
and  for  her  warmest  deed. 

O  tender  is  my  barefoot  life, 
tender,  kinder  has  my  grace  become. 

I  loved  a  lady  for  her  barefoot  self 

and  on,  and  on,  and  on . 

ROBERT  VAUGHAN 


CLIPPED  WINGS 

Held  neatly  in  copper  bars 

and  daily  fed  from  a  burnished  cup 

while  perched  on  luxury, 

the  bird  apparently  grew  tame,- 

but  when  uncaged  to  wing  toward  stars 

of  chandeliers,  it  circled  up 

for  a  familiar  tree. 

It  could  not  wax  to  former  flame 

with  chevrons  trimmed,  with  skies  cut  down 

to  right  angles  walLpapered  brown. 

SISTER  MARY  HONORA,  O.S.F. 
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TALK  ABOUT  THE  DEVIL 


My  grandmother,  iF  she  were  alive,  would 
tell  you  he  wasn’t  so  scarce  then  as  now. 

She’d  tell  you  how  he  once  left  his  cloven 
print  under  the  bedroom  window,*  again 
on  the  path  to  the  barn;  and  was  seen,  one 
dawn,  darting  under  a  haystack.  And  each 
time,  over  the  whole  neighborhood,  very  queer 
things  occurred.  The  wells  went  dry,  in  spite  of 
abundant  rain;  and  somebody  was  murdered, 
a  strange  wound;  and  most  mysterious  of 
all.  Great-uncle  Tim  drunk  on  a  windy 
night  just  disappeared,  to  turn  up  years  later 
in  Texas,  suffering  from  amnesia.  All 
this.  And  he  was  known  as  Old  Scratch,  Old  Nick. 
I  think  they  would  have  missed  him.  But  that  was 
my  grandmother’s  time,  and  where  I  have  arrived 
is  a  different  place.  Vet,  as  if  in  some 
old  half-vision,  I  sometimes  think  I  see  him. 

A  certain  humor  he  once  had,  gone,  he 
moves  with  all  the  caution  of  the  exile. 

Grown  grimmer  with  age,  more  devious  and 
more  intent,  he  walks  in  darkness  with  hat 
down  and  cigarette,  like  any  man,  and 
very  carefully  walks  around  fresh  concrete. 


SETH  WADE 


NOTES  FOR  A  GUIDEBOOK 


In  celestial  Padua 
The  ghosts  walk  hugely 
In  the  public  squares. 

Donatello  is  one, 

His  horseman  in  the 
Piazza  San  Antonio 
Guards  the  gruff  saint’s  heart 
Like  a  mystic  ruby, 

The  ears  of  the  horse. 

Of  the  rider. 

Riddled  by  prayer. 

Giotto,  Dante  are  others, 

The  painter’s  frescoes 
Float  like  clouds 
Above  the  city. 

The  poet’s  cantos 
Ring  upon  its  walls. 

And  what  of  us. 

Who  stand  with  heads 
Strained  back,  feet  tapping  ? 
Shall  we  eat,  sleep, 

Be  men  again  ? 

Shall  we  slip  back 


To  the  whores  of  Venice  ?— 
Dwarfs,  clods,  motes  of  dust 
In  the  brishtness. 

LUCIEN  STRYK 


ISAIAH  IV 


o  prophet  of  the  tubercular  pavement 

these  are  the  noises  people  make 
when  other  people  are  dead 
and  making  dark  places  on  the  street 
and  then  everyone  must  hang  around 
God  !  like  flies  on  the  carrion 
flesh  did  you  see  it?  were  you  there  ? 
a  mess  and  blood  all  over 
so  help  me  and  it’ll  hit  the  papers 
tomorrow  and  we  can  say  we  saw 
it  we  were  there  here  it  mentions 
the  crowds  (we  were  in  the  crowds) 
see  we  are  in  the  papers 

Christ !  why  dont  you  come  off 
that  cross  now  and  burn  off  the 
whole  damn  field  ? 


ARTHUR  HALE 


POEM 

Pigeons  fluttering  in  the  gale,  small  gale 
That  fanciers  do  not  like.  But  closer  come 
The  lark  and  gull,  slim  gull,  lark  hale 
And  who  would  think  to  toss  a  crumb 
To  them,  who  live  on  air?  Upon  the  lawn 
A  peacock  walks  serene  beside  the  shrubs,- 
These  birds  upon  the  grass  are  like  a  crown 
Of  loveliness,  browsing  for  their  grubs. 
They  range  the  park  beside  the  little  town. 

TRACY  THOMPSON 


DOWNPOUR 

We  wheeled  through  a  night  as  wet 
As  Noah’s  world.  Three  hills  away 
The  only  flicker  of  light  had  yet 
To  penetrate  the  spitting  spray. 

Uncompassed  we  lost  the  north 

Th  e  sprinkle  of  stars  and  their  vital  code. 

An  abyss  of  darkness  leaping  forth 
Where  our  headlights  knifed  the  road. 

We  hung  suspended  in  a  vast  unknown 
Redoubling  our  sense  of  wonder,- 
We  were  lost  as  leaves  in  a  wild  wind  blown 
While  the  slippery  world  slid  under: 

BERNICE  AMES 
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BETWEEN  THE  SURF  AND  DRIFTWOOD 


The  sea  piled  parapets  to  crowns  that  crumbled, 

That  rolled  a  lace-edged  lacquer  up  the  beach. 

The  beach  quaked  like  foundry  floors  under  crashes 
Of  the  surf  surge  and  the  blow’s  farthest  filmy  reach. 

We  pitched  a  picnic  camp  near  the  tide  and  tumble 
Of  rampart  surf  and  kindled  our  small  fire, 

Flaunting  a  little  dare  to  the  rhythmic  lashes 
Of  water’s  wrath  toward  a  dumped  driftwood  pyre. 

We  crouched  close  and  talked  in  muted  mumbles. 
Precariously  and  all  unknowingly. 

Near  the  ruins  that  storms  had  piled  and  smashed. 
Granted  a  casual  grace  by  cold  shouldering  sea. 


ROBERT  L.  TVLER 


I 

1 


TO  HERMAN  MELVILLE 


The  new  tenants, 

Though  oFten  pestered  by  writers, 
Really  don’t  mind  our  walk 
Behind  your  barn. 

Over  the  hills  where  you  walked 
With  Hawthorne;  we  picked  heather 
And  looked  toward  Grey  lock. 

Blue  with  haze  in  the  distance, 

A  great  whale  lolling  as  you  looked 
Across  the  valley,  remembering. 

And  later.  From  the  Bronx, 

AFter  years  gone  stale. 

That  armless  giant  turned 
On  you  just  as  now  motels 
And  row-houses  seize,  like  sharks, 
Greylock  in  the  sky’s  aquarium. 

Held,  a  relic.  But  no  museum’s  saFe 
Though  ribs  oF  rock  brace  Flesh. 

The  day  is  dark,  the  land  wails 
For  lack  oF  you,  weeping  For  a  slate 
Wiped  clean;  your  bones  are  scattered 
To  every  inch  oF  the  wide  land. 


DAVID  RAY 


THE  CLOCK  TICKS  KINGDOMS 


In  a  moment  now  I  shall  lean  forward 
and  with  two  fingers  touch  the  long  shape  of  your  hand 
but  till  then  the  seas  run  cold  on  northern  beaches 
pines  angle  the  wind,  gulls  swoop; 

1  have  knovv'laws  to  crumble  in  a  minute 
worlds  sink  to  ruin  while  one  rose  petal  fell. 

Myself  have  lived  and  died 

and  risen  through  the  thick  gold  light. 

So,  bend  toward  the  firelight 
let  firelight  flood  your  eyes  and  hair; 
in  a  moment  I  shall  touch  your  hand 
and  a  kingdom  will  rise. 

The  owl  cried  one  moment  ago. 


ALAN  DONOVAN 


A  PROBLEM  OF  PERSONALITY 


We  who  try  so  hard  to  leave  the  fine 
Deep  fiber  of  our  being  fallow,  bare, 
Unheeded,  and  to  toe  the  common  line. 
Fluttering,  to  lift  our  brothers  into  air. 

Have  yet  to  solve:  how  we  who  live  alone. 
And  must,  can  be  the  drummer  in  the  throng. 
We  ll  give  the  world  our  lives  and  all  we  own. 
If  but  we  may  compose  it  into  song. 

JAMES  FRANKLIN  LEWIS 


From  a  series  titled  PIECES  OF  EARTH 


RIME 


Mary  Mary  quite  contrary, 

What  does  your  garden  grow  ? 

Tenpenny  nails  and  Veronica’s  veils 
And  three  ruddy  trees  in  a  row. 

X.  J.  KENNEDY 

DESECRATIONS  ON  A  THEME 


When  you  are  old  and  grey  and  full  of  sleep 
And  nodding  by  the  fire,  take  down  this  book 
And  fling  it  in  and  let  your  cracked  voice  peep: 
'So  that  was  all  he  saw  in  me,  the  shnook’ 

2. 

When  forty  winters  have  besieged  thy  brow 
And  plowed  deep  furrows  in  thy  beauty’s  field. 
Reflect:  ‘They’d  think  me  thirty  even  now 
If  some  poetic  bastard  hadn’t  squealed.’ 

X.  J.  KENNEDY 
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